of even enough vegetation to keep a camel
alive. All about us were black lava outcrops
that made the scene appear all the more desolate.
After that came a sandy stretch of ten miles or
so; to the right of them rose hills from which
a number of nomads came running down to
see us careering by.

The heat was appalling. It surpassed any-
thing Chase or I had ever encountered in Arabia,
the Soudan, India, or islands along the equator.
We thought we had reached the hottest place
on earth when we visited the Dead Sea Valley,
thirteen hundred feet below sea-level, during
the Palestine campaign. Then in India we had
crossed the Sind Desert when it was so hot that
we had to pack a cloth full of ice around the
electric fan In the train. But this Afghan, desert
was worse than anything we had ever known.
If we had broken an axle or otherwise put the
car out of commission, we should still, I imagine,
be out there in the desert. We did have plenty
of trouble as it was.

Imaginative writers who describe the pains
of hell tell us that Satan, not satisfied with
roasting Ms victims, has them prodded with
pitchforks by his imps. Well, in crossing the
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